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Happy Birthday / Happy New Year 


Author's Notes: 


Here is my take on a ‘shared past between these two guys. | am not super knowledgeable about Mikko so | 
kept it a little more general and | hope he still comes across fine in this story. Happy Ficmas! 


Henkka was usually not one who enjoyed big parties, especially around Christmas or New Year, so being invited 
to a friend's house for a low-key New Year's Eve affair with only a dozen of people had sounded like a good 
idea. The band had just finished a US tour early in December and Henkka was still getting over the fatigue of a 
few months of life on the road. He was used to it but it was still tiring and now that he wasn't 25 anymore, it 
would normally take him a couple of weeks to get back into his normal rhythm and find back his energy level. 


It was getting close to midnight and the party was in full swing with people chatting and laughing, good music 
playing in the background and plenty of drinks in the living room and in the kitchen 


Henkka was sitting with his friend but he excused himself for a few minutes to go on the balcony. He took his 
phone out of his jeans pocket and started scrolling down his list of contacts. 


On December, 3l, there was someone he would always send a message to, a little bit before midnight. It wasn't 


to send his best wishes for the next year but rather to wish him a happy birthday. 


This had become a little bit of a tradition after they had broken up. They hadn't gone out together for a long 
time but it had been meaningful for both of them and they had broken up on friendly terms. They would 
sometimes bump into each other, at the music industry events or backstage at festivals they attended with 
their respective bands but it had been a while since they had seen each other. 


The bassist tried to remember. Apocalyptica had been very busy the whole year and Children of Bodom had 
also been on the road for a good part of the year. It must have been more than twelve months ago, he 


thought. 


Henkka clicked on Mikko's name and started typing. He kept it short and simple but he knew Mikko would 


appreciate the sentiment behind the words. 

Hope you're having a nice night and are in good company to celebrate. Happy birthday. Take care, Henkka. 

Henkka pushed on the send icon and put his phone back in his pocket. He leaned over the balcony rail and looked 
at the view over Helsinki. The apartment of his friend wasn't anything luxurious but it had a great spot and it 
was on the last floor of a tall building so there was a very nice view on the city and the water. For now, all he 
could see was Helsinki's nightscape but in half an hour or so, all the party guests would be out on the balcony 
again to watch the fireworks. 

Henkka stayed there for a little while, breathing in the fresh air. It was the night where everyone was partying 
and celebrating but the city was awfully quiet for the moment. He was all by himself and lost in his thoughts 
as he was contemplating the sights of the city at night. He didn't pay attention at the sound of the French 
doors behind him when they opened and closed. 

"Looks like | might be in pretty good company to celebrate." 


The voice behind him was familiar but unexpected Henkka looked over his shoulder, wondering if he was 


dreaming, and then he saw Mikko standing there with a bottle of beer in his hand. 
"What..2" 
"Hi, Henkka" 


Mikko put one arm around Henkka's shoulder for a loose greeting hug. Henkka was still confused but he 
reciprocated the gesture. He took a step back and stared at the drummer. 


"What are you doing here?" 


It turned out that Mikko's cousin was a close friend of the guy who was throwing the party and his cousin and 
him had said they might be coming later in the evening. 


"It seems we have some friends in common. | came with one of my cousins." 
Mikko took a sip of his beer. 

"And thanks for your birthday wishes, by the way." 

"You got the text already?" 

Mikko pulled his phone out of his leather jacket and looked at it. 


"Yes, it arrived five minutes ago on my phone and | read it in the elevator to the apartment. Then when | 


came in, someone mentioned you were here too. Crazy coincidence, right?" 
Henkka smiled. 
"You don't mind, | hope?" 


“course not. Actually, it's nice to see you here. | mean, it's better than running into each other backstage at 
Wacken between sets. It's more quiet and we can talk now." 


Henkka knew what he meant and nodded. 

It was unusually mild for end of December in Finland but both men still decided to get back inside the 
apartment to continue chatting. Henkka went to get himself a drink and brought another beer to Mikko. They 
found a quiet spot in the living room, away from where everyone else was lounging, and sat there to catch up. 
"Its been a while," Henkka said. 

"Yes, when did we last play on the same bill?" 


“Two summers ago?" 


"Sounds about right," Mikko said. "Its weird. We both live in the same city but we never see each other around 
Town." 


"Probably because you go shopping in the fancy part of town" 
Mikko laughed. 


"Yes, totally." 


"This year you won't have to text me back." 
"IIl still text you back, tomorrow. | usually do that the day after." 
"Right, | remember that." 


"| like that you're the only person that never wishes me a happy new year. You always only mention my 


birthday when you send me a message." 

‘It's the most important thing that day for you." 

Mikko looked around the living room and then back at Henkka. The bassist was still the same gorgeous man he 
had fallen in the past. Now he was talking to him in a cozy setting, away from the overly energetic 
atmosphere of concerts or festivals, it was all too clear again why he had been attracted to him in the first 


place. 


| also don't mind remembering every year that it's on my birthday that we actually hooked up for the first 


time," Mikko said with a side smile. 


It was 6 years ago. Henkka had ended up at Mikko's birthday party through common acquaintances. History 


seemed to want to repeat itself, only this time, it was a surprise for both of them. 


A little later, Henkka, Mikko and the rest of the had gone out on the balcony, as expected, to watch the New 


Year's fireworks illuminate the Finnish capital. 
Once the show was over, everyone got back inside to warm up and get some more drinks. 


lm not going to stay very long," Mikko stated. "Once it's past midnight, | feel like the party's over, whether it's 
for my birthday or new year." 


"Did you say it was your birthday?" 
Henkka asked since he had noticed that nobody had actually come to say anything in that sense to Mikko. 


"No, apart from you, | don't think anyone knows. My cousin does but | told him not to say anything. That's why 


we arrived late here. | was with my parents earlier tonight for a little birthday dinner." 
Mikko stood up and passed a hand in his blond hair. 
"We should catch up more often and not wait to meet at another new year's eve party," he said to Henkka. 


"Well. If you're not staying now, do you mind if we share a ride to go back home?" 


Mikko tried to guess what Henkka meant with that. Was he flirting with him now? 
"| certainly don't mind. You still live in the same place?" 

Henkka nodded. 

"You?" 


| moved a few years years ago. Upgraded to a nicer apartment but in the same neighborhood. The perks of 
being in a band where | get a good pay," he chuckled. 


Henkka and Mikko said goodbye to their hosts and left. Their ride was waiting in the street. 


Both men had a feeling of déja-vu. Sitting in the back of a car after a New Year / birthday party, on their 


way to their respective homes. It was Henkka who eventually said something and broke the silence. 
"You remember? When we left the party and went back to your place?" 
Mikko stopped staring at the city through the car window and turned to look at Henkka. 


"| recall we were supposed to share a cab that'd dropped me first at my place and then would continue at 


yours." 
Henkka smiled. 


"Yes, and when we arrived at your apartment, you asked me if | wanted to come over and continue our 


conversation" 

"You said yes without hesitating," Mikko replied. 

"Of course, though it wasn't much of a conversation. It was mainly you talking and me listening.’ 

| was trying to show off with my music knowledge ‘cause | heard you were a smart guy," Mikko confessed. 
Henkka laughed a little. 


‘Oh, really? And here | thought | had a badass reputation thanks to the band but apparently, no, I'm ‘the smart 


one'," he joked. 
This time it was Mikko's turn to laugh. Then the laughter turned into a warm smile. 


"Smart is sexy," Mikko said. 


Mikko's hand landed on Henkka's knee and slid up a little, waiting for a reaction from the bassist. Henkka looked 
at the hand that was on his leg and then glanced up at his former lover. He made the most subtle head nod 


and smiled back before scooting a little closer to Mikko and putting one arm around his shoulders. 


"You were the one suggesting to share a ride this time," Mikko said, his green eyes now sparkling with 
anticipation. 


"True, and | wasn't even thinking about that time when | did, | swear, but now, sitting here with you.." 
Mikko's hand gently squeezed Henkka's thigh. 

"The guy's stopping at your place first this time, though," he said. 

"I know. Maybe you wanna come upstairs so we can finish this conversation?,” Henkka asked. 

Mikko looked at Henkka's smiling face. 


"Yeah... | think | would like that." 


